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Oscar Wilde's work was over, his gift to the
world completed years before. Even the friends
who loved him and delighted in the charm of his
talk, in his light-hearted gaiety and humour,
would scarcely have kept him longer in the
pillory, exposed to the loathing and contempt
of this all-hating world.

The good he did lives after him, and is im-
mortal, the evil is buried in his grave. Who
would deny to-day that he was a quickening
and liberating influence? If his life was given
overmuch to self-indulgence, it must be remem-
bered that his writings and conversation were
singularly kindly, singularly amiable, singularly
pure. No harsh or coarse or bitter word ever
passed those eloquent laughing lips. If he
served beauty in her myriad forms, he only
showed in his works the beauty that was amiable
and of good report. If only half-a-dozen men
mourned for him, their sorrow was unaffected
and intense, and perhaps the greatest of men
have not found in their lifetime even half-a-
dozen devoted admirers and lovers. It is well
with our friend, we say: at any rate, he was not
forced to drink the bitter lees of a suffering and
dishonourable old age: Death was merciful to
him.

My task is finished.  I don't think anyone will